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DRURY LANE. 
Monday.—Hanlet, and Acis and Galatea. 
Tuesday.—The Road to Ruin. 
Wednesday.—As You Like It. 
Thursday.—Othello. 

Friday.—As You Like It. 
Saturday.—Rivals. 


Follies of a Night every evening (Mon- 
day excepted.) 
Tuts week has offered the public an 
abundant choice of well selected 
plays, which have been acted ina man- 
ner that has not been accomplished 
for many years. The actors general- 
ly have been so dispersed that it was 
quite impossible that any play, where 
there were more than two principal 
actors engaged in it, could have been 
seen to great advantage. Now the 
company of this house is so com- 
plete in every department that the 
manager has at his fingers’ ends act- 
orsor actresses, of first-rate ability, 
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[Price 14 
capable of representing every minor 
character to advantage; and this has 
been acted upon to the greatest ex- 
tent. We are aware that the public 
in general, think it rather beneath 
an actor of well-known talent, and 
a favourite of the town, to playa 
minor part; for instance, that of 
Charles Mathews in the character of 
Fag, in the Rivals; we have heard 
the observation made by persons 
connected with the stage, that it 
would lower him in the estimation 
of the public to play such a part, 
and that the manager puts him in 
the minor characters for the purpose 
of, what is termed professionally, 
“shelfing” him. Is it to be sup- 
posed that Mr. Macready would en- 
gage a man like Mr. Mathews, at an 
enormous salary, for the purpose of 
making him of no value, or lowering 
him in the estimation of the public; 
this would be paying wear, indeed ! 
but what earthly purpose would it 
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answer? none; we presume Mr. Mac- 
ready having the advantage of such 
talent has but one object in view, 


l 


and that is to get up every play with | 
the strongest and best cast he can, | 
to give the author and the public the | 


advantage ot seeing all the talent that 
he possesses brought forward, and to 
make representations as_ perfect as 
possible. We give C. Mathews the 
greatest praise for rendering his val- 
uable assistance to obtain the desired 
object, for he plays the character 
admirably, and has shown that the 
character of Fag, although consid- 
ered a minor one before, is now a 
major in the hands of an artist. It 
is very evident that Mr. Macready 
has a desire to restore the legitimate 
drama to its wonted eminence, he 
having selected the most powerful 
company that has been assembled 
for many seasons. He is determin- 
ed to give the town a fair trial and 
see to what extent he will be support- 


| 


ed by bringing forward as many of | 


the best plays of our modern poets, 
as well as our immortal bard. How 
far he will succeed in this we can- 
not say, but we opine that although 
he may succeed with the more re- 
fined part of society, the public 
taste has been so vitiated of late 
years that it will take a considerable 
length of time to bring it back to 
that state of purity to make it pro- 
fitable. 

Having given our opinion as to 
the merits of the company, we 
may observe that in some respects 
there are many that might have 
been brought into action more fre- 
quently than they have been, and 
with great advantage to the treasury. 
We allude to the operatic depart- 
ment; surely, with such singers as 
Phillips, Allen, Stretton, Manvers, 
Misses Romer, P. Horton, Grant, 
Madame Vestris, and a host of 
others; we might have opera once a 
week, and we would wish it to be 
understood, at the same time, that 
we are advocating the cause of native 
talent; and be it remembered the 
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names quoted above are all of our 
own country, and decided favourites 
with the public. 

On Tuesday the comedy of the 
Road to Ruin was performed, the 
cast of the characters could not be 
better; the Old Dornton of Mr. 
Phelps is an admirable effort; we 
do not remember to have seen any 
actor give so much effect to the cha- 
racter since the iime of Munden. 
Anderson is rather too sentimental 
for Young Dornton, we cannot erase 
poor Elliston from our minds in 
this character. Goldfinch in the 
hands of C, Mathews was every- 
thing that could be wished, he was 
gay, sprightly, and easy; there was 
no attempt to over-do the part, nor 
did he descend to the vulgar, there 
seemed but one opinion through the 
house, for the applause was most en- 
thusiastic. The part of Sulky was 
in the hands of Mr. Lambert, who 
played with discrimination. Mrs, 
C. Jones as the widow Warren was 
in her best cue, and received the 
hearty applause she always meets 
with; Mrs. Stirling was admirable. 
We could have wished the house had 
been better attended, however well 
these old comedies may be played, 
we fear that the taste of the public is 
gone by for them. 





COVENT GARDEN. 
Monday.—Macbeth, and Richard Cceur 





de Lion. 

Tuesday.—Semiramide, Cousin Lamb- 
kin. 

Wednesday.—A New Way to Pay Old 
Debts. 

Thursday.—Semiramide, & Cousin Lamb- 


kin, 
Friday.—Macbeth. 
em & Cousin Lamb- 
in. 
Tue attractions of Semiramide con- 
tinue unabated; crowds of deligh- 
ed audiences hail the triumphant 
successes of thetwo queens of song, 
and the tumultuous applause which 


_ greets the fair vocalists shakes the 


wall to its foundations, The opera 
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is certainly a superb effort of mana- 
cerial tactics and deserves the utmost 
encouragement.—As an opera the 
music is delightful;—as a drama, 
it is interesting; and as a spectacle, 
brilliant, gorgeous, and dazzling ; 
whilst the mise en scene, groupings 
and multitudinous processions arethe 
most perfect embodiment of orient- 
al grandeur that we have ever seen. 
Miss Kemble improves every time 
we hear her; this is the triumph of 
art,—the overthrow of all the diffi- 
culties of the character by a genius 
and an inventive power equal to Pas- 
ta. Mrs. Shaw's sweet, bell-toned, 
and rich voice commands universal 
admiration and one of the finest mu- 
sical treats of the day is to be enjoy- 
ed on the Semiramide nights at Co- 
vent Garden, We are sorry we can- 
not speak success on the off-nights, 
although every attempt is made on 
the part of the management to merit 
success. Miss Phillips, for many 
years separated from the London 
boards, has returned to this stage 
with all that grace, lady-like digni- 
ty, and elegant deportment, which 
made her so great a favourite years 
gone by. She performed Lady Mac- 
beth on Monday night very beauti- 
fully, Vandenhoff did not create 
much impression as the Scottish u- 
surper; nor were the minor parts so 
well sustained as we could have wish- 
ed. The choruses, however, de- 
serve especial mention for the cor- 
rectness of their singing. The scene- 
ry painted by the Grieves offers, as 
usual, pictures of first-rate excel- 
lence. Gritry’s charming opera with 
its quaint music, and well-known 
airs, has been much improved since 
the first night, and attracts good 
half-prices. Harrison as_ Blondel 
sings and acts better than we have 
seen him for some time. ‘Travers 
gives but a faint idea of Richard 
Coeur de Lion. 


HAY MARKET. 
Taz Alma Mater is nightly perform- 





ed to good houses, and Grandfather 
Whitehead brings up the rear in 
good style, The performance of 
Farren in this part exceeds all his 
former efforts and should be seen by 
every lover of the drama. Buck- 
stone is engaged for a limited num- 
ber of nights, and has appeared in 
his own comedy of Married Life. 


Ave.pul.—The peculiar manage- 
ment required by this most peculiar 
establishment where the regular dra- 
| ma is entirely unknown, and melo- 
| drama, in all her extravagant con- 
tortions, aided by ponderous ma- 
chinery and wondrous stage effect, 
rears her sanguinary and spectral 
crest, seems to have been secured 
for the present season, if we may 
draw a conclusion from the throngs 
that nightly flock to this popular 
place of amusement. The reign of 
| poor Fred. Yates having lamentedly 
| closed, it was feared that his tact 
could not be exhibited by his part- 
| ner, on whom has now devolved 
| the reigns of government, and al- 
|} though no marvellous and extraordi- 
| nary novelty has yet startled the 
| town from its propriety, several revi- 
| vals of old pieces have afforded evi- 
| dence of zealous means to secure 
| success. The present leading fea- 
ture, therefore, has been Jerrold’s 
revived drama of the Hazard of the 
Die, the Daughter of the Danube, 
and the burlesque of Norma. Next 
week, however, is to develope a 
novelty of surpassing grandeur,—it 
| is to be the Miser’s Daughter, super- 
| intended by the author, Ainsworth, 
himself, All the world will of course 
be there, and we among them. Our 
report shall be faithful and correct. 

Surrey.-—The drama of Blanche 
Heriots is, as we anticipated, a de- 
| cided hit, and is becoming a great 
favourite. T, P. Cooke is playing 
all his principal characters with a 
degree of freshness that is really sur- 
prising, and Mr, and Mrs. Honor 
| are worthy of all the praise we can 

bestow upon them. 
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City or Lonpon.—Tue continued 
sojourn of Mrs. Honey at this esta- 
blishment assures success to the ma- 
nagement. This accomplished lady 
has been disporting her fascinating 
figure in the Don Giovanni, and her 
delightful style and brusque vivaci- 
ty have filled her audiences with rap- 
ture. Mr. Dunn and Miss Daly are 
also most deservedly great favourites, 
and nightly receive their full share of 
approbation. Romeo and Juliet has 
been played during the week, in or- 
der to afford Miss Emmeline Monta- 
gue an opportunity of repeating her 
chaste and exquisite portraiture of 
Shakspeare’s heroine, It is decided- 
ly the best Juliet of the stage. 

Sapier’s Wetis.—The Islington- 
ians can never complain of a lack 
of novelty at their favourite drama- 
tic temple, for be their tastes as va- 
ried as those of the most fastidious 
gourmands, at the Wells they 
will always find a “ relish” of rare 
excellence. From tragedy to farce, 
opera to comedy, melodrama to bal- 
let, and spectacle to pantomime, in 
ever-varying change the spirited ma- 
nagement resort with zealous alacrity, 
and novelty, combined with excel- 
lent taste, is ever consulted to at- 
tract the attention of the dramatic 
public. Rob Roy has been acted 
nightly, Mr. Marston sustaining the 
part of the “ bold outlaw,” Mr Col- 
lins the singing character of Francis 
Osbaldistone, and Mr. Herbert the 
Baillie Nicol Jarvie. We can speak 
in terms of praise of the “ acting” 
portion of the drama, but of the 
pe — strength, the less said 
the better. Mr. Collins sang the bal- 
lad of “ My love is like the red, red 
rose,” with the air of a highwayman, 
such as he is accustomed to display 
in his once popular bravura of * Hur- 
rah forthe road!” The rest of the 
singing was of a mediocre character. 
We advise the management to im- 
prove their band. We must, in 
strict justice, award the highest 
age to the “ Dugal creature” of 

r. Collier, and especially the Nicol 
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Jarvie of Mr. Herbert. The latter 
gentleman has a genuine apprecia- 
tion of the vis comica and 1s a per- 
former of rare excellence in his pe- 
culiar line. His ‘* ma conscience,” 
in the Baillie, and his general deli- 
very and conception of the entire 
character were given in a fine natu- 
ral Listonian style, and assures us of 
his attaining to high eminence in his 
profession. He is truly a natural ac- 
tor, and possesses a rare genius for 
the developement of the rich humour 
of the Liston school. We perceive 
that Mr. Herbert’s benefit comes off 
next week,—we sincerely wish him a 
“* bumper house,” to which his pri- 
vate integrity, talent, and worth, so 
eminently entitle him, 

Queen’s.—This pretty little thea- 
tre and its well selected company 
have been well attended with bright 
eyes, happy faces, and _ gratified 
hearts. The Shadow is still visible 
as on the first evening of its appear- 
ance and sheds a halo over the au- 
thor whose prolific pen has summon- 
ed it from a world of spirits; and 
we hope ’ere it vanishes it will be 
seen by all lovers of spectacle ; the 
last scene, with its countless foun- 
tains of real water, has not its equal 
in London, and it reminds us of 
the good old days of Sadler’s Wells, 
and is deserving the patronage of 
every class. 

The Shadow has been followed by 
The Two Drovers, dramatised from 
Sir Walter Scott’s Chronicles of the 
Cannongate, and Wapping Old Stairs 
every evening. 


COUNTRY THEATRICALS. 
From our own Correspondents. 
Devonport.—On Monday last Mas- 
ter Owen appeared in the character 
of Hamlet, when that of the Queen 
was sustained by Mrs, Owen, The 


performance throughout was excel- 
lent, and evidenced great judgment 
and power. 

The performances of Mr. Jacobs, 
at the Plymouth Theatre, have been 
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witnessed by a great number of per- 
sons during the past week. He is 
undoubtedly the cleverest professor 
of sleight of hand that has visited 
this neighbourhood for a series of 
years, and his powers as a ventrilo- 
quist are extraordinary. 

Cork.—The exquisite voice of 
Mr. Barker, and the graceful acting 
and delicious tones of Miss Lyons, 
continue to attract respectable au- 
diences. Indeed the whole corps 
dramatique of Mr. Seymour is such 
as to reflect the highest credit ona 
provincial theatre. The untiring ex- 
ertions of Mr, Seymour are ever 
worthy of entire success. 

Worcester.—Mr. Henry Betty, 
son of the English Roscius, made 
his appearance this week in several 
favourite characters, which were as 
usual stamped with elegance and 
nobility. The characters were Thoas 
in the Athenian Captive, Claude 
Melnotte, and Macbeth. Mr. Betty 
took his benefit last night (Friday,) 
and we have reason to believe that 
he was well supported. 

SouTHAMPToN.—The spirited les- 
see has this week brought out two 
more new pieces, and we are happy 
to add, his exertions have been re- 
warded by crowded houses every 
evening. 

The Infant Sappho has given se- 
veral performances at Southampton 
to crowded rooms, having had the 
honour of a visit from most of the 
nobility of the town. 

LeicesteR.—On Monday andTues- 
day, the splendid drama of Esmeral- 
di was produced, and with it some 
new and beautiful scenery—particu- 
larly the view of Notre Dame, by 
moonlight. The characters were well 
sustained throughout (particularly the 
Gipsey, by Miss Melville, but we 
fear, if Mrs, Robertson does not 
succeed, it will be sheer folly in any 
other person taking the theatre after 
her. According to a paragraph in 
the Journal, the sooner it is disposed 
of, and converted into a crab-mill, 
the better. 








DRINKING SONG; 


Written for, and Sung at a Convivial 
Meeting. 


Ah, tell us not of days long past, 
When we were young in years, 
Why the present time o’ercast 
With retrospection’s fears? 
For though our locks are not so bright 
As they were wont to be; 
Our hearts we'll keep with friendship 
light, 
And bid dull sorrow flee. 
There is no joy without alloy, 
Save the pleasures of the bowl, 
What gives such lustre to the eye, 
Or rapture to the soul? 
For woman’s eye it fadeth, 
And years her beauty steal; 
But wine with age improveth 
Then bless its purple stream. 
Forget not to embalm in wine 
The memory of thedead, 
For can we e’er forget the light 
Toat once their spirits shed. 
Then fill your glasses to the brim, 
Raise high the mantling bowl, 
Breathe into it in silence deep 
The wishes of the soul. 
And if the wish be full of love 
For the living and the dead, 
Doubt not the draught will o’er the soul 
Its cheering influence shed. 
Should the dark spirit, Hatred, reign 
Within any breathing frame, 
That draught will madden and encrease, 
The fairy of the flame. 
For the glad bow] with joy and love 
Encircled ought to be, 


And our full glasses always crowned 
With cool philosophy. J. E...08. 


PLAY-HOUSE REVELS,. 


Mrs. Keeley. 


Oh! when she is angry she is keen and shrewd 

She was a vixen when she went to school, 

And though she is but little, she is fierce. 
MIDSMR., NTS. DREAM. 


Mr. Manders. 
He’s a very valiant trencher-man, 
He hathan excellent stomach. 
Mucu apo asout NotuHIneG, 
Mrs. Honey. 


Can any mortal mixture of Earth’s mould 
Breathe such divine enchanting ravishment. 
Comus. 


Miss Rainforth. 


There is a melody in every tone | : 
Would charm the tow’ring eagle in her flight, 
And tame a hungry lion. 

MouNTAINEERS- 


———— 









































































































































































































THE FREE SWORDS; 
A TALE OF THE PYRENEES, 
Chapter the Siath. 


Dracaine their prisoners with them, 
the Bandits took possession of the 
hall, where scarce a moment elaps- 
ed ’ere the tables were covered with 
the remnant of the food the house 
contained, around which Pietro and 
his band seated themselves. A fire 
was kindled, log after log being pil- 
ed upon the hearth, until a huge 
blaze cast a warm and cheering look 
o'er the whole room; torches were 
stuck in the sconces on the wall, so 
that the huge old hall presented a 
gay and stirring scene. Bottle after 
bottle of Marco's choicest wine 
quickly disappeared; the robbers 
as if unused to such fare, drank 
deeply and greedily, and the noise 
they created soon bespoke its poten- 
cy. While this was going on Wal- 
ton and Marcos, bound hand and 
foot, lay huddled in one corner with 
the timid and weeping Christine at 
their feet. 

After a loud laugh, which told 
how keenly some jest had been re- 
lished, Pietro shouted out, ‘* That 
as there was beauty in the room, 
their board should be graced by her 
presence :” entreaties, tears, threats, 
were alike in vain,—two of the Ban- 
dits dragged the half dead Christine 
to aseat by the side of Pietro: “ This 


is as it should be,” spoke the bandit, | 


and he rudely placed his arm round 
the shrinking girl's waist, “* come, 
my men, drink freely ; nothing like 
a pair of bright eyes to give a zest 
to the glass, so pass it round, fill to 
the brim, here’s to Christine!” 
** Bravo, bravo,” shouted a dozen 
voices, the wine was drunk, and 
the tables shook again as they ap- 
plauded it, ‘* Nobly drank, my 
men!” spoke Pietro, “‘ and as my 
coy one does not speak her thanks, 
why I'll kiss them to you;” and 
suiting the action to the word, he 
caught poor Christine in his arms, 
and, spite of her struggles and sup- 
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plication for mercy, effected his 
wish, ‘“ Ah!” he shouted in 
self exultation, ‘* such lips smack 
sweeter than the wine: but come, my 
men, we waste time. I came fora 
bride, she is here, and we want but 
the parson’s benediction to complete 
the work: which of you, my men, 
will play the priest ? Come, Matteo, 
your face seems the longest, wilt be 
the holy man? ‘ Aye, my master,” 
answered the half drunken Matteo, 
** up then and let’s go through the 
mummery.” ‘The bandits rose, the 
tables placed on one side; during 
which, robing himself in one of the 
female’s white gowns, Matteo stood 
before his comrades, ready to do 
the church’s office. A shout of 
laughter greeted him, and in truth 
his appearance was exceedingly co- 
mical: being rather a tall man, the 
gown he wore but came to his knees, 
below which appeared his brawny 
legs with scarce a rag to cover them, 
while his large uncouth head seemed 
joined to the dress which he had tied 
round his neck; at the best of times 
his beauty was of a very forbidding 
character, and now that his eye gave 
the stupid unmeaning leer of drun- 
kenness,—its entire expression was 
of the most humorous character, his 
tout ensemble might have raised a 
smile on Walton’s lips, critical as he 
felt his own situation to be. ‘* Now 
then, my bride, the priest awaits us ;” 
as he spoke Pietro caught hold of 
the half-dead girl and hurried her 
towards the priest. ‘ Mercy, mer- 
cy,” shrieked out the girl, ** Wal- 
ton! Father! help me,—Oh! God, 
oh! God; and she lay a senseless 
thing in his arms, Walton in vain 
entreated and threatened, and wild 
as were his struggles to loosen his 
cords, every effort convinced him of 
its utter uselessness. The agony of 
the father was of a still more affect- 
ing character, he prayed to them as 
omnipotent beings,—conjured them 
by the tears of a breaking heart; in- 


deed, so pitiable was the old man’s. 


plight, that one of the bandits start- 
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ed forward and swore no harm 
should come of his child. ‘ So be- 
ware, Pietro,” cried he, “ there is 
still one arm to protect the father and 
his child.” ‘ Liar!” retorted Pietro, 
at the same moment drawing a pistol 
from his belt, he shot him dead, 
The report seemed to awake Chris- 
tine to a consciousness of her situa- 
tion,—she struggled to get away,— 
fought with the energy of despair,and 
as her strength failed implored Pietro 
to strike her dead, and so end the 
horrid purpose of his hatred to her 
father ; ‘‘ No, no,” answered Pietro, 
“ your beauty is mine, no power 
can save you,—so haste master 
Matteo, I have a fear of the church 
or would not stay to ask her blessing. 
Matteo, accordingly, rudely went 
through the marriage ritual,—above 
which rose the continued screams of 
Christine and the prayers and impre- 
cations of her father and lover. It 
was no sooner ended, than Pietro 
caught Christine in his arms, shout- 
ed out for his men to light him to his 
bridal couch, and so escorted, car- 
ried his senseless bride into her 
chamber, 
To be continued. 


Chit Chat. 
We observe with great pleasure that the 
proprietor of the Princess's Theatre has 
had a clock erected which is illuminated 
at night in the same manner as that of the 
Horse Guards. We should like to see the 
managers of the other theatres follow his 
example. 

A son of Mr. Vandenhoff of Covent 
Garden, made his appearance at the Park 
Theatre, New York, recently in Sheri- 
dan Knowles’s play of the Rose of Ar- 
ragon with considerable success, 

The father of the celebrated Rem- 
brandt was a miller, and the young artist's 
first performances being executed in a 
mill, in which the light being admitted 
only from above imparted to his pencil 
that peculiar depth of light and shade from 
which he never departed. 

Amongst the pastimes exhibited for the 
amusement of Queen Elizabeth at Kenil- 
worth Castle, there were shown as Lane- 
ham describes, before her highness sur- 
prising feats of agility by an Italian, “ in- 











going, turnings, tumblings, castings, 


| hops, jumps, leaps, skips, —— gam- 


bauds, somersets, capretting and flights 


| forward, backwards, sideways, down- 


wards, upwards, and with suudry wind- 
ings, gyrings, and circumflexions,” which 
he performed with so much ease and light- 
ness that words are not adequate to the 
description, insomuch that, “1,” says 
Laneham, “ began to doubt whether he 
was a man ora spirit; and afterwards, 
** as for this fellow 1 cannot tell what to 
make of him, save that I guess his back 
to be metalled like a lamprey, that has 
no bone, but a line, like a lutestring.” 
So late as the reign of Queen Anne, this 
species of performance continued to be 
fashionable, and in the * Tatler " we meet 
with the following passage, “ I went on 
Friday last to the opera, and was surprised 
to find a thin house at so noble an enter- 
tainment, till I learned that the tumbler 
was not to make his appearance that 
night.” 

Dr. Treland, the late Dean of Westmin- 
ster, has by his wi!l bequeathed the cele- 
brated bookcase, formerly in the posses- 
sion of Handel, containing sixty-seven 
manuscript volumes of his compositions, 
written by his amanuensis Smith, to Mr. 
John Leman Brownsmith, of Westmin- 
ster Abbey. There are thirty-three Ope- 
ras, twenty-two Oratorios, the Chandos 
and Coronation anthems, ‘Te Deums, Ju- 
bilates, Serenatas, Grand and Organ Con- 
certos, &c. There is also a miscellaneous 
volume, containing overtures and pieces 
from various operas, not mentioned in 
any published list of Handel’s works. 

New doctrines ne¥er please the old. 
They like to fancy that the world has been 
losing wisdom, instead of gaining it, since 
they were young. 

A young man whose father had made 
a fortune by keeping a trotter shop, very 
soon lost it by keeping racehorses, which 
caused a wag to say, “* The father made 
his money by trotters, and the son lost it 
by gallopers.”” 

There is an entry in the Custom House 
books of Edinburgh, by which it appears 
that (A, meaning Alexander), “ A Gun 
was discharged for making a false report.” 

In New York theatricals are in a most 
deplorable condition, All the establich- 
ments have been compelled to reduce their 
rates of admission, to compete with the 


minors, who have had all the run for the 


past two or three years. The Park and 
Bowery prices are reduced fifty percent, 
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Madame Celeste has met with a splen- | 
did reception in New York. (Upwardsof 
3000 persons visited theatre on the 
night of her first appearance; ‘after an ab- 
sence of two years. The'entire dress-cir- | 
cle was occupied by ladies, a:compliment 
peculiar to Americas’ She has accepted | 
an engagement of ten weeks for 15,000 | 
dollars (£3000), no bad pay as the times | 


go with the new-tariff-groaning Yankees. 
Insolvent, however, as are the Americans, 
they cannot resist the attractions of Terp- 
sichore, whatever may prove the fortunes 
of the sister arts, 


A celebrated writer on sight says that 
the wearing of veils permanently weakens 
many naturally good eyes, on account of 
the endeavours of the eye to adjust itself 
to the ceaseless vibration of that too com- 
mon article of dress. Ladies, then, should 
beware of hiding their pretty eyes and 
faces with a veil. 

In 1767 the following salaries were 
aid to the performers of Covent Garden 
heatre ;—Powell, £16, 10; Woodward, 

£16, 10; Smith, £12; Shuter, £12; 
Bensley, £5; Dibdin, £3, 10; and Lee 
Lewis, £1, 10. The whole expense of 
the theatre per night, exclusive of rent 


and taxes, was £63, 9s, 4d; and the | 


charge for benefits was £73. 


An Insh gentleman in the Dublin Thea- 
tre left his seat for a short time, and on 
his return found it occupied by an Eng- 
lishman. “ | your pardon, Sir,” 
said the Irishman, with all possible polite- 
ness, ** but that’s my seat.”’ “ I can't 
give it up.” “ You can’t!—I tell you, 
Sir, it’s my seat.” I found it vacant, 
and I'll keep it.” “ You will!—then, 
by the powers! if you don’t move your- 
self off out of it, I will give youa most 
unlimited kick.” 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


J. E..s.—The paper came to hand with 
thanks; we have thought of the subject 
ourselves, they shall have insertion. 

The lost Whistle—Is a libel on the parties, 
and the writer is no gentleman. 


An Author.—We have no time to read the 
M.S.; ask Mr. Sear], of Drury Lane The- 
atre. 

W. G.—If he has a trade in his hands, or 
any occupation he can live respectable by, 
we would advise him to follow it in pre- 
ference to the stage. If he isa good ten- 
or singer he may get an engagement at 
either house if a good musician. 





The celebrated Boerhave was not easily 
Moved by detraction. He used to say— 
* The sparks of calumny will be presently 
extinct of themselves, unless you blow 
them.” It was a good remark of another, 
that the malice of 11] tongues cast upon a 
good man is only like a mouthful of smoke 
blown upon a diamond, which, though it 
clouds its beiuty for the present, is easily 
rubbed off, and the lustre of the gem res- 
tored. 


Actor's Graves.—Mrs. Jordan sleeps at 
St. Cloud—Astleys (father and son), in 
the Cemetery of Pere la Chaise— John 
Edwin, (the Liston and Mathews of his 
day combined) at St. Paul's, Covent Gar- 
den—John Kemble at Lausanne—Suett 
in the ground of St. Paul’s Cathedral— 
Kean in Richmond Church-yard—Ellis- 
ton in St. John’s Church, Waterloo-road 
—Old Johanna at Bathwick old Church- 
yard—Macklin lies under the chancel of 
St. Paul's, Covent Garden—in which his 
once boon companion, Tom King rests— 
Tom D’Urfey in St. James's, facing the 
gate in Jermyn Street-—Joe Miller in the 
ground in Portugal Stree-—John Palmer, 
(the Joseph Surface) at Wootton, near Li- 
verpool— Quin at the Abbey Church Bath 
—Wilks near Macklin, not far from the 
grave of Wycherly, in the Church of St. 
Paul’s, Covent Garden, where, nearly a 
century and a half since, Joe Haynes was 
consigned to earth. 

The Misses Smith are at Birmingham, 
and have become great favourites of the 
play-going public. 





To our Readers.—Orders for our publication 
may be given at the Office, to be sent to 
any part of the country, by paying a quar- 
ter in advance, ls. 6d. If we pay the 
postage, the quarter will be 2s. 7d. The 
second volume is now ready, and may be 
had of our Publishers. 


All communications for the Editor to be 
forwarded tothe Printer, post paid. 





Published for the Proprietor, by Jos. Me Ritchie, 
No. 1, Tavistock Street, Covent Garden, 


Printed by T. Richardson, 2, Took’s Court, 
Chancery Lane, London ; and sold by Max- 
well, 30, Southampton Street, Strand; Barth, 
4, Bridges Street; Vickers, Holy well Street ; 
Brittain, Paternoster Row; Gilbert, 51 and52, 
Paternoster Row; Mann, Cornhill; Causton, 
Birchin Lane ; Mourtcastle, 10, ‘ord Court, 
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